AATHICHOODI   (Invocation)
As the All-white One in mystic silence
Crescent-moon crown'd and sporting 'aathi';
As the dark-hued One supine amidst the sea of milk;
As the One that inspired Mohammed Nabi;
And as the Father in Heaven of Jesus Christ;
The Supreme Being, that is One and the Same,
Though felt in symbols, yet unrealized.
In many forms and ways all religions seek.
Its nature,—Intelligence effulgent.
They're rid of misery that know its state:
Its Grace we hail for Life Everlasting ! prattling childhood; It saw them grow into tender maids -And gambol and play in the moonlit night; Their golden limbs gladdened the waters. As they swam and bathed in pure delight; I shall sing its praise in grateful tunes: 'Salutations to Thee !  Mother, Salutations !'
